Then he stood outside the door, raced down the corridor
and threw himself against the steel door. The moment it
yielded he stumbled on to the stage, he heard the cue for his
backstage-song. In the darkness of the wings somebody
grabbed and pulled him, somebody pushed him, he stepped
into eddies of whispering, pools of stillness. He missed the
first two bars. He caught his breath. He steadied his knees.
He opened his mouth.

"U>// Gotteswilknl Mensch" Dr. Mayer hissed into his
ear. "Where have you been? What are you doing? Is this
a theatre or a madhouse?"

The act was over. Madame bowed and smiled and bowed
again. Her trembling hands were moist with perspiration,
so were the hands of Bhakaroff and Marsh holding hers, left
and right.

"Du Patter" Madame shouted hoarsely as soon as the
curtain came down. "Du Patter, Schlemihl, Elbe. That's what
I get for being kind to you, that's what I get for singing with
beginners who don't know their faces from their behinds!
Du Trampef, getyourself a job as a barker in Coney Island, that's
where you can holler as loud as you want. Meiserny Elbe!"

Robert, who had done nothing worse than sing to the best
of his ability, mumbled flabbergasted: "But, Madame, I am
sorry, I did everything you told me------"

This was not quite true. After the champagne, the scene
with Sybil and their short and mad and heavenly embrace,
after he had missed his cue, been cursed and pummelled and
finally sent out on to the stage in a condition of complete
emotional confusion, Bob had given vent to his feelings by
letting go of his voice. There was more voice in him than he
or anyone else had ever realized and, during a few clearer
moments, he had been surprised at himself. He had dis-
covered himself tearing around the stage, throwing Carmen
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